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PREFACE. 


1 arguments for, and againſt, the Aboli- | 


| tion of the Slave Trade, are, no doubt, by 
this time, as generally underſtood, as the dif- 
ferent intereſts of thoſe, 22 
port them, are — developed. | 


| The Author of the following Poem had but 
one grand object in view reſpeRting the com- 
poſition, or publication of it, namely, a dif- 
charge of that duty, which he conceives to be 
incumbent on every individual member of ſo- | 
ciety, who has a juſt conception of the Rights 
of Mankind:—And although it is not in the 
power, or abilities of every one to contribute 
equally in oppoſing the lawleſs invaders of 
theſe 


* 
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theſe ſacred Rights; yet none are therefore | 
excuſed from advancing their mite. 


 Fraught with an idea eſtabliſhed on the un- 
erring principles of natural juſtice, that one 
man cannot invade the rights of another, in 
a more glaringly infamous manner, than by 
ing or buying him without his conſent; | 
edifice pile, dow EE 
invaſions on the native rights of the poor Afri- , 
cans, to a Painter celebrated for his ſuperior | 
abilities in the beautiful ſimplicity of natural 
ſcenes; and the name of MoxLand will ſuffi- 
ciently juſtify the aſſertion. From that de- 


| fign, anda few ſtanzas inthe following Poem, 


Mr. MoxLand produced his Picture of the 
execrable Traffic carried on by Europeans on 
the Slave Coaſt; the merits of which are ſtrik- 
ingly obvious to every judge of the art, who 
has ſeen the capital Print engraved from it 
by that univerſally allowed ingenious Artiſt, 


from the abilities they have diſplayed in the 5 


- . of a judicious Connoiſſeur, he is determined 
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Mr. I. R. Sur R, of King: ſtreet, Covent 
Garden. | 4 | 


Having paid this juſt tribute to the merit of 
two favourite Artiſts, the Author hopes nei- 
ther they, nor the candid Public will hence 
infer, that he means to borrow direQaly or 
indirectly, any atom of ſupport to his Poem 


Picture taken from it. For, however the verſes 
may ſerve as an explanation of the ſubjeR of 
the Print, or as an amuſing change to the eye 


the trifle, too often mentioned, ſhall riſe, or 
fall, by its own merit. 


Fully convinced of the ravages, which the 
fiſter fiends, Party and Prejudice, daily make 
in the World of Letters, as well as in other 

ſublunary things, he, therefore, who flatters 

himſelf with the hope of eſcaping the envious 

fangs of the one, or denies the juſt influence 
of 


Py 
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| of the other, is certainly a very different being 
£ from him, who here, in the ſervice of common 

Juſtice, defies the vengeance of bob. 


The ignorant malevolence of arrogant dul- 
——— of the fleas 
to humanity, and a combination of other 
troubleſome circumſtances, have hitherto re- 
—— — late a 
the Shrine of Juſtice: and as a number of the 
| Authors friends were © diſappointed at not 
ware pabliied, ns was fotdfulty intended by 
him, he hopes they will now kindly accept 
6 


GENTLEMEN OF THE SOCIETY FOR THE ABOLITION | 


or THE 3LAVE TRADE. 
GENTLEMEN, 


As tis e wit ect aus e id 
your underſtandings with a trite affectation of 


— . foreile ada Þþ 


dedicate this Poem to Characters ſo eminently- 

diſtinguiſhed, if he ſhould here profeſs to en- 
tertain too mean an opinion of it. For no- 
thing, he conceives, ean be more abſurdly i im- 
pertinent, than to aſk a Patron's protection for 
that which we :cknowledge, in the fame 
breath, to be altogether unworthy of his no- 


tice. 


lation; ſtill lefs would he have preſumed io 


( vii ) 


He therefore requeſts, you will regard this 


Bule Produftion as a well-meant Effort, co- 
operating, in a ſmall degree, with your truly 


_ generous, and philanthropic exertions; and 


begs leave to add, may your perſevering 


endeavours be crowned with that ſucceſs 


| which ſo god-like an undertaking merits. 
I have the Honor to be, 
| With equal Veneration and Eſteem, 


GENTLEMEN, . 


Your moſt devoted humble Servant, | 


THE AUTHOR. 


THE 


SLAVE TRADE. 


"THE Merchant's ſoul, deprav'd by hopes of gain, 

- Firſt baniſh'd meck-ey'd Pity from his breaſt, | 

Then launch'd his treach'rousbark, our nation's ſtain, | 
In which poor * . are * preſt. 


I ted ſhores! thy ts which deſpis'd 

By your own ſons, yet ignorant of guile, 
Were firſt what ſavage Chriſtians baſely priz d. 5 
And made them court you 2 a Ju pas ſmile. 


But not content with theſe, the inſatiate fiends, 


Whom ſov' reign gold nor iv'ry can ſuffice, 
The natives muſt tranſmute—curs'd ſelfiſh ends, 
That durſt on brother-mortals fix a price! 
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The Muſe appall'd portrays a 3 Fair! 
Where men, like beaſts, are ſtill expos'd to ſale: ; 

Such wrongs our kindred beings daily bear, 

| That wounded Juſtice fickens at the tale. 


Say, harden'd wretches, who the trade defend, 
Alike to mercy and to juſtice blind, ; 

5 Were theſe poor Blacks once able to extend 
Their num'rous ſtrength, where villain Whites they 


55 Force off your freeborn race in chains to ſlave, 
Your boſom's wife, to diſtant unknown climes 


By ſeas divided far—how would you rave 1 
And ſtorm in vain? forgetful of your crimes. 


1 5 Say, ye proud ſons of traffic, you a that boaſt 
Your dainty viands, and your hoards of gold, 
Think you for theſe, tears dew the torrid coaſt, 
Know you for thoſe, how wretched Blacks are fold? 


Yes, callous tyrants, lordly pamper'd drones, 

Some of you ſee their tears, nor drivers blame; 

The laſh refounds—fole anſwer to their groans : * 
Blood follows * from mony a guſhing ſtream. 


« Can 
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« Can this be ſo?” the human ſoul replies, 


No monſter ſure in manly form thus rules 
_ © Canfree-born Britons hear poor Negro cries, | 
, mules? 


* It ne'er can be—this ee 
Who know not aught of ſacred freedom” laws!” 
Yet they are worſe who dare defend it too, 

And undertake the fordid Planter's cauſe. 


« Spight of the whip,” you ſay, * they ſtubborn grow, 

5 No mule requires ſuch ſcourging from your hand, 
« | They're lazy 100, and oft reſent u blow, 

« And fain would be the maſters of our land. 


Thus ev ' ry little tyrant in his ſoul, 
Lifts up his ſcanty voice for flaviſh bands, 
Such are the pigmy deſpots o'er the whole, 
Of ſervile tools, who cringe when gold commands. 


Yet ſuch there are in ev'n fair Albion's iſle, 
Wno baſely ſncer at Nature's dictates mild, 
And int'reſt plead for this dire barter vile, 
Calling fad truths © imaginations wild. 
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( 12 ) 
But genuine Britiſh juſtice will explore 
The dark receſſes of each ſelfiſh heart, 
Whilſt Guinea's wretched natives ſhall adore 
Thoſe men who bravely act the Chriſtian part. 


Ah! let that glorious maxim fill our mind, 
Which praftis'd makes a paradiſe on earth; ; 
This only can our int'reſt laſting bind, 
And to a thouſand bleſſings ſtill yu birth. 


« Do unto men,”” once ſaid the Prince of Peace, 
As chou would'ſtmen ſhould ever do to thee.” 
Think with poor Negroes, now, is this the caſe, 
Or is it only what you know ſhould be? 


Suppoſe by tempeſt's rage, on Afr:ic's ſhore, 

Your ſhip is driv'n, with all her pallid crew, 
What help from Blacks! dare you their aid implore? 
Will they forget their foes, and fave them too? 


_ Unſpotted Truth, triumphant, anſwers yes! 

The ſympathetic ſpark of heav'nly fire 
Pervades a Negro's breaſt, he feels that bliſs 

Which buman kindneſs ever mult inſpire. 


Dauntleſs 
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Dauntleſs they plunge amidft the vengeful waves, 
And ſnatch from death the lovely finking fair; 
Their friendly efforts, lo! each Briton ſaves! ! 

Perhaps their future tyrants now they ſpare. 


Hence vain diſtinctions, prejudice of fight ! 

| The ſocial union knows no diff rent hue, 
And Nature's pencil paints him pureſt white, 
| Who feels for others, and moſt good will do. 


Ah! could the men of fellow-fceling view | 
The inward ſtruggles of parental woe! 
Ho Nature's eloquence in geſtures true, 
Declares with fad reluQtance Blacks muſt go. 


| Lo! FO poor captive with diſtradtion wild, 

— Views his dear partner torn from his embrace! 
A diff rent Captain buys his wife and child 

What time can from his ſoul ſuch ills eraſe ? 


A fight, like this, our feelings ſure would move; 


They give us proofs of chaſte, exalted love, 
And, to our ſhips, prefer a wat'ry grave. 


What fiend denies that Blacks like feelings have? 


T 14 ) 
Theſe hateful barks, which, from their native ſhore, 


Have borne away the objects held moſt dear; 
Have they not tain'd your decks with their own gore, 
And brav'd that death their guily tyrants fear? : 


Start not, ye vet'ran knaves, if we affail ; 
Your boaſted valour is mere coward rage! 
No tyrant s daſtard foul but ſtill muſt fail, 
Whene er with virtuous courage they engage. 


No as of barb'rous ſtrength, nor defp'rate arm, 
With godlike valour ever durſt compare; 1 
Thar's cruel, and may timid flaves alarm, 
| This knows to conquer, and delight to pare. 


And here the Muſe may hoſtile deeds commend, 
- Yoon men exceed all brutes, and gore their kind; 
Dire war may then it's thouſand plagues extend, 

| To tame, or quite deſtroy fuch monſters blind. 


Yes, worſe than honeſt brutes are cruel men, 
Who praQtice baneſul arts for greedy ends! 
Sharp hunger drives the lion from his den, 

He prowls for food—but lions all are friends, 


Men 


| Oft have they, when your vi il was feed 
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Men, wrapt in floth, their boards with plenty ſpread, 


EU CCI, 
By them are Guinea 's ſons ſad captives led, 


To drudge out life, ſcarce privileg'd to weep. 


As muſt prevent them ruſhing out of life, 


With ſcorn, your ſlaviſn food refus'd to touch, 


And ſtarv'd to death, though you withheld the knife. 


| Cruel! withheld the friendly means they ſought, 
Of quick diſpatch from tyranny and chains, 
Merely to fave the wretched lives you bought, 


To ſuffer worſe than death, whilf life remains. 


| Plead what you will, let each fell ſophiſt iy 


To torture facred truth, the rights of man 


Are ſtubborn proofs againſt your right to buy; 
| Men! Heav'n created free when time began. 


And to the end of ev'ry mortal thing, 


That innate freedom till muſt be alive 
In White, in Black, in Beggar as in King, 
And then as part of Heav'n all things ſurvive. 
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Theſe falis are known—And once a comely Pair 
On Guinee”s ſultry plams in war were ta'en, 
The man, a chief, though young, the conq'rers ſpare, 

He met their af of mercy with diſdain. 


Too well he knew his flav*ry was decreed, 

Hie faw his—faithful partner, with their boy, 
Muſt both be ſold! Such thoughts new ſorrows breed, 

Leſt brutiſh force bis ULxx a ſhould enjoy. 


But the dark vidtors hope of int'reſt pleas'd, 
No blacker thoughts accompany'd their rout, 

Save how to *ſcape a ſtronger party rais'd, 

That might ſurpriſe them with the ſavage ſhout. 


Four days they journey'd o'er the burning ſands, 


3 Brought al heir net wth ers hands 


In greedy — of large pay. 


All ** along the ce. at diſtance ſtood 
The fable captives, in a drove, faſt bound; 

The Chief alone, who, ſprung of warlike blood, 
Unfetter'd, with his Urxxa, 1 the ground. 


Two 


1 
Two Britiſh captains with their barges came, 
And quickly made a purchaſe of the young; 
But one was ſtruck with ULxx a, void of ſhame, 
And tore her from the huſband where ſhe clung. 


Her faithful Chief, tho” ſtern in rugged war, 
Seeing his ULRKN a by a White careſs'd, - 
To part with her, “ and little fon Tzxxcanr!” 


His 1 „ could not be ſuppreſt. 


Th 1e tear ſteals down his ebon a cheek, 
His geſtures ſpeak an agitated ſoul ! 


In vain his ſtreaming eyes for mercy ſeek, 
From hearts ug barden'd in this barter foul. 


With hands uplified, he with fighs beſought 
The wretch that held a bludgeon o'er his head, 

| And thoſe who dragg'd him, would have pity taught 
B! his dumb ſigns, to firike him inſtant dead. 


While his dear Urxxa's fad entreating mien, 
Did but increaſe the brute's unchaſte deſire ; 

He vaunting bears her off, her ſobs are vain, 
They part the man and wife whom all admire. 


i 
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Their conſtancy, their grief, and wild deſpair 
At parting, mov*d thoſe harden'd in the trade; 
Their cries, their groans far pierc'd the noxious air, 
. 


We know thoſe men, who proſtinue their ſenſe, 
Will fay « Theſe ſlaves are pris'ners that muſt die 

« If we decline the trade:”” but this pretence 
* „ V gives the lie. 


Since this inhuman traffic firſt took place, = 
Have they not quarrelFd for your baubles new ? 
For ſuch they war, and fell their kindred race, 

An dis deſtruQion'sto enricha few! | 5 


A bordid handful, to the bulk of all! 
Then ceaſe to purchaſe men one happy year, 
And Blacks contentions to the ground muſt fall 
When, ts foment them, Whites hall — 


n.. eat Mb wes 
« We muſt have N egroes; ſouls dwell not in Nlaves! 
« Why not as well as horſes feel our ſcourge ? 
He, who raves nn, his ſov'reign Maker braves. 


} 


. Freedom, on each ſoul, 


But o'er the reſt the Muſe would draw a veil, 


But whilſt ſuch traffic lives may truth prevail, 


( 9 ) 
That all-creating Pow'r who form'd the whole 
Of this vaſt globe, and all that dwell therein, 


And made fell tyranny a damning fin. 


Shall ye then, monſters, for your ſelfiſh ends, 


Dare ye that glorious attribute deface ? 
Sow « curs'd diſſentions vane kind Heav'n made 

N i | 

Andwith —— diſgrace 9 


Forbid it Heaven nere view ye Britiſn fair, | 


A living picture of poor Afric's woes; 


We paint the anguiſh of a conſtant Pair, 


Now torn aſunder by their blacker ſoes. 


Were theſe their only ſuff rings, which engage 
The nobleſt part of Britain's virtuous ſons, 
Theſe were enough eternal war to wage 

Againſ all tyranniſing Deſpots' frowns. 


And in oblivion fink each horrid deed; 


To make each tyrant proud renounce his creed. 
Such 


(=) 
Such are the men who prop this cruel trade, 
Shall wealth, or titles, ſcreen them from our ſight? 
| Knaves have by human mis' ry fortunes made, 

But who'll debaſe himſelfto * them right? 


Prrr, take our honeſt praiſe, tis here your due, 
The Muſe that ſcorns to flatter yields to none! 

Bold Independence is her province too, 

And ev'n falſe Patriot Kings ſhe dares diſown. 


Ik not the firſt in fame ſhe'll facred hold 

The godlike name of patriot to the end: 

Some Kings pervert that name need Piri be told? 
My Muſe defines * of man the ſtedfaſt friend. 


| Wretched the Bard who courts with venal lays, 
The greateſt potentates that rule below ; 
Our office is to check all vicious ways; 
On virtue only ſhould we praiſe beſtow. 


For Pirr's ſupport to injur'd Negro's claim, 
| Againſt the cry of giant-Int'refts voice, 
The woodland Muſe ſhall cheerful fing his fame, 

And for each friend to mercy ſtill rejoice. 


Rejoice 
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Rejoice, while eloquence and wiſdom join! 

Hear Buxxz's melodious accents charm the cauſe, 
Bold Fox, for manly candor fam'd, is thine, . 
And W1LBERFORCE A no leſs demands the laws. 


Nos thoſe wiſe laws alone our — fram d, 


To guard with equal poize our ſacred right, 
But theſe unerring codes kind Heav'n firſt nam 'd, 
In which the virtuous every where delight. 


Nor Craxxsox- 8 rev'rend worth that all revere, 
Shall be forgotten i in the Muſc's theme! 

| May that great Phalanx“ ev' ry blefling ſhare, 
Andev'ry friend to virtue join his name. 


Not their names merely join, but hearts unite, 
In this grat cauſe of juſtice to mankind, 

Nor heed the jarring taunts of reptile's ſpight, 
Whom mild cementing pity cannot bind. 


Pity, 


* The Society for the Abolition of the Slave Trade. 
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Pity, the genuine milk of nature's ſoul, 
k= The nurſe of human kindneſs, balm of woe! 
Thy drops pervade the univerſal whole ; 
*,! 


Tas thy pure influence warm'd cnn mandy breaſt, | 
With kindred ſympathy for ftrangers' cries! 
To ſerve the cauſe of injur'd ſlaves oppreſt, 


2 2 Glaciers view, 
| Compar'd to them, the hero's worth is ſmall, 
Au ve name great, and good, is but their due. 


| How impotent the ſhafts by malice thrown? = 

See, at the juſt man's feet, they harmleſs lie! 
Whilſt ev'ry tyrant's conſcience thick is ſown 

| With piercing thorns, which virtue can defy. 


Well has the Bard conſider'd human ſchemes, 
Trac'd out the ſubtle windings of the heart, 
Found honour, friendſhip, all but ſpecious names, 
By which the wily villain acts his part. 


With 


ah © 


ä 

With indignation fir'd, when miſcreants plead 
How much exalted Blacks are in our chains; 
While Britain's int reſt juſtifies the trade, 
Let rigid virtue court the deſert plains. 


—_ That ex- ry planter's int'reſt feeds his beaſt, 
« Ofcourſe his ſlaves, who coſt him ſomething more, 
May feed as well as horſes, Sirs, at leaſt! 
Then why ſhould lordly Whites their fate de- 
= va: 


Expreſſion fails the Muſe! ſuch ſophiſts vile 
Deſerve eternal infamy to ſhare, = 

| And, but the voice of Mercy bids us ſmile, | 
_ *Twere almoſt fin, ſuch paraſites to ſpare. 


But we'll purſue the taſk of great Reform, 
The Painter's aid extends our general plan, I 

And Su1rtn's life-giving touch will more perform : | 

Than volumes written for the rights of man. - 


Yet every effort *gainſt the common foe, 

| Deferves at leaſt ſome tribute of applauſe ; 

And each true Engliſh heart with zeal ſhould glow, } 
For thoſe who guard their darling Freedom's laws. 


_ 
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| © The Britiſh heart expands his gen'rous aid, 
And through dread tempeſt's rage and billows* foam, 
Have wing'd their thunder, and free ſubjeQs made. 
For mercy, as for courage equal ik | 
= . To all complexions pity then extend, 
| That's widediffus'd, as this remains untam'd 
| Dreadful if focs—but where's ſo true a Friend? 


= Firſt, Britons, then, the bright example ho, 

Fo Which breaks the chain for millions, yet unborn! 
Whilſt other ſtates with emulation glow, 

Which next the wreath of Mercy hall adorn. 


FINES. 


